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“fFTFFt' F^YIT Ffa 3 3TFFT FIFFt t,” FF FTFrftl 
FTTFF FTTFTt FRT Ffo Ft, FFtfe FTFlt FT 3 FT FFF %FTF 
Ft %F1^' qfl FTT^t FT 3 fFTFTF F F^FFT ^F7-^F 3^T 
A^l FT Ft, sjR^b FF "TTFt F J I£) FT Ft Ft FFT F^ FFt 

fIft ft1ff;i 

FFT ^FT FFt fFTFTFI FT FTTF 4' fFTFTF, FT SFFFTTt 3 
iFFT^'l tM FT fFTFT#', TTtfFFf FT %FT#'l FFT FFT 1FT 3TFT 
FFFT FToft FFFF FT Ft %FTFl FJFFf FT %FFfr ^ ^Tl 



Once there was a girl named Meena. If you looked up her name in 
a book, you would find that it means "fish" in ancient Sanskrit. But 
Meena didn't know that because she never looked up anything anywhere. 
She hated to read, and she hated books. 

"They're always in the way," she said. And this was true because in 
her house books were everywhere. Not just on bookshelves and 
bedside tables where books usually are, but in all sorts of places where 
books usually aren't. 

There were books in dressers and drawers and desks, in closets 
and cupboards and chests. There were books on the sofa and books 
on the stairs, books crammed in the fireplace and stacked on the chairs. 
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Hldl-fndl Fft iftidls) M<o°b< 'Fjdft Fft =bliftli;i drift ftt 
RF ftftl Fftfftpft 'ft 3 hh^ d->H ®f^ FR <ftftl ftft ftfc ft 
ftPFdi , ftbdNI ft TOil tl” 

FTRF ^fftFf ft T3=F ftfc ft^T ftfa $F f^TFT ftftff ft ftt 

^TRT fftdldl ft FFRcT «ft, ftft FF «ft ftftTT Fft ffteftt- 
ft^RTI FF ftw Fp #ft eft T2cF FFT FTTdft ^ tr jt^ 
^irft-FRTF Trzm ftR^?ftl f*?ft ftFF Fft ftF FTT fftF 
TJF FFT FT I FTT fft'T ft ftFF ft dvHH TFff fttl 3TF FF 
fd->dldl Fo ftT Fo do M< Ft «^6dl , ft) ft Fiftt dftl I 



Worse still, her parents were always bringing home MORE books. 
They kept buying books and borrowing books and ordering books from 
catalogues. They read at breakfast and lunch and dinner. But when they 
asked Meena if she wanted to read, she would stamp her feet and 
shout, "I hate books!" And when they tried to read out loud to her, she 
would put her hands over her ears and shout even louder, "I HATE 
BOOKS!" 

There was probably only one person in the world who hated books 
more than Meena. And that was her cat, Max. A long time ago, when he 
was just a kitten, an atlas fell on his tail. It bent the tip like a pipe cleaner. 
Ever since, he’s tried to stay on top of the books rather than below them. 
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TTcfT f^T Rfal ^ 3 RT "fecTM 47t «nF* 
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o 

fRR RR fRRRTrf, “^RR! RRRTT cfRR tl” 

R ^RR Rff 37lf | Rf ^R[ f^rri “^RR! R1RRT cTRR 
tl” fRR Rt ^RR R# 3^| 

“ RRR RT Rif ■t-l c HH ? ” Mini R|r^ RRltl RRpf H£l^ Rf RR 
^ R^T R^RT 3?fc fqR Rrf?PT RRtR ^ Rf# RRTI RRf ^RR 

C\ ♦ 
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One morning, after Meena moved all the books out of the sink to 
brush her teeth, she went to the kitchen to get breakfast for herself and 
Max. First she climbed onto a stack of encyclopedias so she could 
reach the cereal. Then she opened the fridge and moved a pile of 
magazines to get the milk. She poured some for herself and some for 
Max. 



"Max!" she called. "Breakfast is ready!" But Max didn't come. She 
tried again. "Max!" she called. "Breakfast is ready!" He still didn't come. 

"Where could he be?" she wondered. She looked in the bathtub 
and behind the dryer. She looked under the stairs and on top of the 
clock. She found more books, but she didn't find Max. 




f*R rt rt! ■gRrrf ^€\\ ^it 

cfet ff ^trIrr 3 ?ii sfa r^t P+dNT ^ rrrt rr4 

rM T R RRl tN^T RRFfl" fRsTTf R^tl fR RF RR f4>dl4 
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f^TTR sffl ^ ^ RPFFT FRR xjftqf 

3^ Tf^f^oF ^TT3TI opt cb^lfH^f «ffl RTFt ^W+T FT %J?T 
^41 Ftl 

“ ^=HH MsRISTt ” hRhi fs)<rdl F>R Rdl’Hl f^crnR sTir 



dlcR FT -c|<oR FFlRl °wTf=b hR-c| Hlil 3-ffT f^l<r^ <=ihR fcbdl'R 
sff, ffft ^ft 3trth fti fRft Fff w 



TFT eft 3RTHF7 FTRBT ^T fFFTF TrpTTI FF 3T^RT TFJTTF Ft 

^3t 3^F M Tf ## fRR 3Tk 1W<?fR I 



Suddenly she heard a loud "Meeeeyooow!" She ran into the dining 
room and there he was, stuck on top of the tallest stack of books in the 
house. It was made up of all die books her parents kept buying her and 
she kept refusing to read. At the bottom were big shiny picture books 
from when she was a baby. In the middle were alphabet books and 
nursery rhymes. At the top, right by the ceiling, were fairy tales and 
adventure stories. They were all covered in dust. 

"Don't worry Max," Meena called up to him. "I'll rescue you!" She 
started to climb the pile of books. At first it was easy because the picture 
books had hard covers, and she felt as if she were climbing stairs. But 
when she reached the paperbacks her foot slipped on a book of poetry. 
She lost her balance and started to slide. 




tRrT FFTTI FTTJ FF chfcldIFf FtR ‘JRTFT FT 
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srfPT! R=fr kkFR fftff wk fent' f*R-fft 
Flk enflfl FFFft FR r+dNT ■SFt fFRF 7pft 3?fc FF^ Fk 
FRtl kk Ft fcbdk Plk , R^T 3 h ' jfl <s| — RTt FRT F)k FRftl 
f+dNt k FT #R 3?fc fRFFFT W\ 3?ft ^RTtR FT f^RTT 

FRtl k R^T-F^k FT f*Rk FRt 37k IRTk ''TRFk 3^ ^ik^l 
kt FFR-FFT FJFFk FFTfl 



CRASH! The books went flying. They fell every which way, the 
bindings cracking open for the very first time, and the pages flipping 
apart. As they fell, strange things began to happen. People and animals 
started falling out of the pages and tumbling to the ground. They dropped 
one on top of the other, scattering the books and toppling the chairs. 
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zzr Tr^r^nTR 3^; TRSFnfcri sff, afk 

o O 7 

TfefT ^| f^R 3 ^ ^f^TT #T T|3R *ft 
3TT cLMd-) I £J-d|-FJ-dl 3-^dl TT37T T£F Fo q|qT p|<| 3?fc 
ZTR£ Ft Ft T^l Ft# 3 (fkcf 3^ 

#FFt RT ^r f#W Ft 3MI RT RKR 4' FTFt, 
ST1FFTF, 4ft, RT-foRTf F^tt 3?fc 3RTF-3RFr FFlfFFf 

# RR Ft zirftzr #1 

FT 7TRFt ZRTFT FtF wM #t Ftl 4 f«R- 
ZFT F7F 7# 4- RTRft wft?I, TT#F W^T 3}fc 
FF# #F FF^ TsKFtFN 



There were princes and princesses, fairies and frogs. 
Then, a wolf and three pigs and a troll on a log. Humpty Dumpty 
went flying and then broke in half, behind Mother Goose and a 
purple giraffe. There were elephants, emperors, emus and 
elves and an assortment of monkeys tangled up in themselves. 

But most of all there were rabbits, falling this way and 
that. Wild rabbits, and white rabbits, and rabbits with hats. 
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Tfrrr ttf£ rIrMIr «fti ftt fFFFf-iFTcr 
fq; Ft ft; ftf tft fti Ft ftfft ft % iFdNi 

3 ftTF? FTR # Ft?t t, WTtFT F#'l ” FTFT FFTI 3?fc 
FFt FF?f 3 W WTlFT FTTFit 3?k FTFTt fQ; 3TI^I 

3TF Ft FTFiFF TR FFFTF FRT Ft ^RTFT FT I 
TTft; FTFt FTpt F>t T^Ff FT T[FT FTF FT FTF T^ ^ 3TTT 
3TFFt TJF FT Rt£ TT^fcTF FTFT FTt FitlFTFT FTT t£ 
^1 FFTT ^ TTTt F^ FTR "FIcrT ?tl 3 FTFt Fit FffFf 
FT ftTT FT FFfeFT FTF TF F aftT TTTT RTFtFT ^ ^ 
^T FFT^ Fit FitiFTFT $ W\ $\ 



Meena sat there in the middle of it all, too surprised to 
move. "I thought books were full of words, not rabbits!" she 
said, as six more came rolling out of a book beside her. 

By now, she couldn't recognize die dining room at all. 
The elephant was balancing on a coffee table juggling the 
good china plates. The monkeys had torn down the curtains 
and were using them as capes. And the rabbits were nibbling 
on die table legs. 
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“ff rr ff FRt!” fIft fFFFrrfi “FnRr ftfI!" frj 
ftr} 3 ifft FTtr-FnM fft ft % %Rft fH ttT^tt ftI ftf 
RJFlf Ft FFf FF^I fFR TftFT ^t FRT F^ WTtF Fft RRFF 
WFFR F=fr RrfFF FTFFTt FTt fFTFTF 4' FTRT FTt FT^TF 
FTtl FFTFT wft?I fFFT FR FFT % FF FFT FT F^T FFTFR 
FPFI TfrTT ^ FF ^TRt fFTFR #^ft Ft FRrf 3 FR FM 
FFFt ff FTFT tFFRTt'l FtFT FR Ff RFf ^TS ^ fFFTF 
FF FR Ftl 

“fR^ FTRT FFf F^FT,” FtFT f FTFTI Ft FF Ft 
FFt FFT iFT F^F-RIT FTFFR fFRT iFTFTF 4' Fl^ll I ” fFR 
FRpt F^T fFFR Fo fcTQ^ RTfFT I “ 3TF fft RFTff *t RTFT , ” FRT^ 
FTFT, FT FRTFR Rf F1FR f?£Ft % FF fFTRT fFTFTF 3 
RFFT tl” 



"Stop!" cried Meena. "Go back!" But there was so much barking 
and grunting and thumping going on that no one heard her speak. She 
grabbed the nearest rabbit and tried to stuff him into a cookbook, but 
that scared him so much he wriggled out of Meena's grasp and ran 
away. She opened another book, and four ducks flew out. She slammed 
it shut again. 

"This won’t work," said Meena. "I don’t know who goes in which 
book." She thought for a minute. ”1 know," she said. "I’ll go to everyone 
and ask them where they belong." 
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•hIhI ^ 41<=l Ft Fft fFFT FFT^ M^crl 

FTFt %FT Ft FFf FT I “cp ^T Ft?” F^TT F “3 tM 
FF FF^T 3T^R ‘tt’ STFFFIFo!” FFT FTFFT; F FtFT FRMFt 
F^ FTTF F>FT, fFF FF FFFkTT f3F F^FIFTI FTcrft 
fFTFIF *t Fdl FFTI 
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#TT FTf ^f^TT f^T 'SPTfT-n ^fFeT ^ 
iTTTTFR TFT FTI ^ FT 3 FTgT, “^' 3M FJFT ^IT^? 



77^7 p- FT ftR ?#F &ti ^37T oTTeft '^TFFT 3 FT?” FF 
F-7FRT ^ T^F^T FT 37FFt F1F7 #1 FT iffFT FTT 

FfT FFT^ FFF FFf °FT Flf, FFllFT FtFT 3 F7Ft 
FRFTfFFT F5t Ft FFf Mfl 

FFt Mini Fo fFFJF "4 p7 FTRT 37lf I STI^ FTTT TTsfl" F^F7 
RhdN 361^ 3?fc FT)' FflT T) F<o^ FFTtl “ ®ls|d ^<h! FTF %," 
FtFT F FpT Fp fFTFT, “%TT) fT-FTTF ^ ^T 3 ~ ” 



She started with one strange creature she didn't recognize at all. 
"Who are you?" she asked. "A is for Aardvark!" the animal said angrily, 
and stomped off in search of her Alphabet Book. 

She found a wolf sobbing under the dining room table and asked 
him where he belonged. "I can't remember if I'm from Little Red Riding 
Hood or The Three Little Pigs!" he wailed and blew his nose on the 
table cloth. But Meena couldn't help him because she had never read 
either story. 

Then she had another idea. She picked up the nearest book and 
began to read aloud. "Once upon a time," Meena began. "In a land far, 
faraway ..." 
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RTl4 'sIHol'O 4 Ht^HI , HMHI , J-MHI ®f^ 
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RR hIH! Rft TT cR J llft ft ftft IJBR dMI=h ft 
^fRRR fttft, “RF ft fRFft ^FFHt ti” 3 fRo^rnr, “RF eft 
FRRT "RRT ft"! RF ft FRRft ffteTR I - ! ” fftR ft ftft ft ft 
fttft ftlHI ftft ftft "ft' "^ft ftR iftdN "ft T|RR ft "R^l ftlHI ft 
W- ft Ift^TR ft^ ^R ftl ^ % ^Fftft TJ3R RTRRT R 

fftfRT 37lft| 

fftR eiflft 'jflft fftdR Scift ftft-ftftft drift ftlHI ft 3 h H ftl 
■(Hlft fftcllft RR -Sleftl I ftft ftft-ftft Rift RRRR 3 hhhI R?ft 
1 JFeRft ft' RRRT Rft ^ 



Slowly, the creatures stopped jumping and howling and gibbering 
and chattering. They crept closer and closer to hear what happened 
next. Soon they were all sitting in a circle around her, listening to her 
read. 



When Meena reached the top of the second page, the pigs in die 
circle jumped up. "That's us!" they cried. "That's our page! That's our 
book!" They leapt up out of die circle, dove into her lap, and disappeared 
into the book. Meena clapped it shut before they could pop out again. 

She grabbed another story. One by one she began reading all her 
books. And one by one the creatures found out where they belonged. 
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ofrept «raTI 3T^ TftFT 3 W^l cFeft fenTR '33lfl 
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olF ftftT-TTT ftftf ft ^ I 

^T ft ^FTft ftl TRft ft ftl ^ ft 3FT *IHckT eft cIW ft 

37 ft m ^m? ‘3TFTT ttt^tt «m fftr ftftn ft 3ftftft IftrrM ftt 
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3T^ m ft differ aft I ftw ^ fftcTM TR ftft ftft ft 

'O 

37RRT %TT W ftt aft | ftft ft 3Tl^T5f ft' ^TfT, 

“3M Wlftft ftt ftft Tfrft ftftl ftf 

IftoftlTl” 

RT efftft ftf WTH 3TPTT % ft Tffft ffteft ft 3?ft ft 

^rrft w aft 1 fftr Tf^ft ?rfti 



At last, there was just one little rabbit in a little blue coat left in the 
room. Meena slowly picked up a book. It was The Tale of Peter Rabbit. 
"Maybe T could keep this rabbit with me," she thought. She was 
beginning to feel lonely now that everyone else was gone. 

But the little rabbit stood in front of her, shifting nervously from foot 
to foot and twitching his fuzzy nose. He was anxious to get back home. 
So, with a big sigh, Meena opened the last book. The rabbit hopped in, 
and with a flash of his white cotton tail, he was gone. 

The house was quiet. Max sat on some books washing his face. 
Meena sighed. "I'll never see those rabbits again!" she said. 

Then she noticed that the books were still there, lying around her. 
She started to smile. 
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J^IIH HIH! Hldl-fadl 'dN’H 37Tqr 
eft cR? ST^Fft 3TR^t dd-ild "Rsft 1T37TI 6^\^\ 
^TsTT 1% RTl^ ^ 3^R "^Rpr ^ °F> x r- 1I3 ITc^ 
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When her parents came in that afternoon they couldn't 
believe their eyes. Not because the curtains were gone 
and the dishes were broken and the table legs were 
chewed up. But because there, sitting in the middle of the 
room, was Meena. She was reading a book. □ 
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IT WER 

MHI ^iT Tj 

^FT 2JTI rif'h'l 3F Tehriral 
F F75T WTfT «ftl Wf[ 
".'ti fdl TT^; Tnrf 3FJ3t 
f^FFT ^nr Xfc( ^5 
«WHI Wl "IF f^R r -H| 
f[3TT? sTF T W J7 ^ «FT ■jfl'-l’H 
fed", 14 rH chfUil 

c^T HFF F%l 

Meena's house was full of 
books, but Meena hated 
them all. But one day a 
very strange incident 
happened which con- 
verted Meena from a 
book hater to a book 
lover. What happened? 
To find out read this 
amazing story of little 
Meena. 
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